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Previously in Spawn: 

Al Simmons was a hit man for the US government until his C.O. Jason Wynn, 
betrayed him and a mysterious assassin ended Al’s life. At the moment of 
death, Al was offered a deal by the demon Malebolgia and returned to Earth 
as Spawn, a creature with supernatural powers born in Hell. 


As Armageddon consumed the world, Spawn turned against his masters, 
destroying all life on Earth. While God and Satan continue their endless 
conflict in a parallel universe, Spawn has re-created the world and resurrected 
the human race in what has become known as the White Light. The portals 

to Heaven and Hell are closed, leaving humanity free from the influence of 
angels and demons. Or so he believes... 


Now Al’s long-buried memories are beginning to resurface and it seems the 
mysterious creature known as Mammon has been manipulating Al Simmons 
since he was a child. When he returns to his parent’s home, Al’s father tells 
him Mammon’s influence stretches back even further. 


In 1881, Al’s great-grandfather narrowly avoided becoming a Hellspawn. He 
warned that the Simmons bloodline is tainted. Al’s own mother was in league 
with Mammon, marrying Al’s father for the sole purpose of breeding this 
generation’s Hellspawn. 


DEDICATED TO 
THE MEMORY OF: 
MICHAEL TURNER 


But what about the intervening years? What others have been tempted by 
Mammon’s promises? 
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TAK-A-TAK-A-TAK-A-TAK-TAK 


TAVCACTAKCA-TAVORETARCA-TAK 


Me 
TAKCAEIARCAEIARCAPTARCACT ARCA 
Sis 





WHEN THE FIRST MAN 

TOOK UP A CLUB TO 

BATTLE FOR THE ROTTED | 

P| CARCASS THAT WOULD 
KEEP HIS BELLY FULL 

FOR ONE MORE NIGHT, 


HE KNEW IT. i “ 


Every SOLDIER WHO FOUGHT 
THROUGH MUD, BLOOD AND 
HIS OWN SPILLED GUTS, 


| WITH SWORD AND SLINGSHOT, 


MUSKET AND BAYONET, 
MACHINE-GUN, TANK AND 
MISSILE, AT ACTIUM, 
HASTINGS, AGINCOURT, 
CULLODEN, TRAFALGAR, 
GETTYSBURG, STALINGRA 
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... THE PEOPLE OF 
HIROSHIMA AND 
NAGASAKI, FLEEING 
FROM THEIR BURNING | 4 
CITIES, THE RAW 

FLESH PEELING AND 
DROPPING FROM 

THEIR BONES... 


ALE 
TERRIFIED 
CHILDREN OF 
BAGHDAD, 
HUDDLED IN 
THE BASE- 
MENTS OF 


| THEIR HOMES 


AS THE 
EARTH SHOOK 
_| WITH THE 
POUNDING 
| OF ANOTHER 
NIGHT’S BOM- |" ~ 
BARDMENT... | 


Every MOTHER, FATHER, LOVING WIFE, WHO 

HAS WAITED FOR THE TELEGRAM, THE LETTER, 
THE KNOCK ON THE DOOR TO ANNOUNCE THAT 
ONE MORE BRAVE SOLDIER HAS FALLEN 


. ae 


... THEY DON 
TO BE TOLD THAT 
WAR IS HELL. 


For THOSE FALLEN 
SOLDIERS, AT LEAST THE 
WAR IS OVER. DEATH 
BRINGS AN END... 


ALL KNEW 
THAT WAR 
(5 (alse 


.-.-BUT FOR THIS 
WARRIOR, THERE 
IS NO DEATH. NO 
END. NO RELIEF. 


For HIM, WAR 

TRULY IS AN 

EVERLASTING 
ELL. 





i ——_— _- Fae = 











ATHIS COMMAND, THEY RISE ONCE - 
MORE FROM THEIR FOXHOLES, ns F 
SHAMBLING FORWARDS ACROSS a 7 
THIS MISBEGOTTEN NO MAN’S LAND. ff ac 
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How 


MANY BAck AND FORTH THEY GO, 
TIMES? BATTLING OVER AND OVER FOR THE 
SAME PATCH OF TORN, BLEEDING 
EARTH, IN THIS ENDLESS DRESS- 


How LONG? REHEARSAL FOR ARMAGEDDON. 


TiME HERE 1S NOT 
MEASURED IN 
DAYS OR YEARS. 











SOMETIMES HE FORGETS THAT THERE WAS 
ANOTHER PLACE, WHERE THE SUN ROSE 
AND SET, WHERE BATTLES BEGAN AND 


ENDED. WHERE THE DEAD WERE BURIED 
AND THE SURVIVORS PRAYED AND 
CLUNG TO THE HOPE THAT THEY WOULD 
RETURN TO THE ONES THEY LOVED. 
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FRANCE, JULY Ist 1916. THE 
FIRST DAY OF THE BATILE OF 
THE SOMME. THIS WILL 
SB BECOME KNOWN AS THE FIRST 
WORLD WAR, BUT BEFORE 
THAT IT WILL BE CALLED THE 
d GREAT WAR -THE WAR TO 
END ALL WARS. BECAUSE 
AFTER THIS, WHO WOULD 
DREAM THAT MEN COULD 
O TO WAR AGAIN? 
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IN THE NEXT TWENTY- 
FOUR HOURS, 20,000 
BRITISH TROOPS WILL 
DIE. 40,000 WILL BE 
INJURED. 60,000 
CASUALTIES IN THIS 
SINGLE BLOODIEST DAY 
IN MILITARY HISTORY. 


THESE MEN DON’T KNOW WHAT'S 
WAITING FOR THEM. THEY JOINED UP 
FOR ACTION AND EXCITEMENT. THEY 
ANSWERED THE CALL FOR KING AND 
COUNTRY, TO SHOW THE HUN WHAT 
ENGLISHMEN ARE MADE OF. 


: Wer SEEMO Mey EOAW EERO EE 
WHAT ENGLISHMEN ARE MADE OF. 
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a.” 
CAPTAIN THOMAS CORAM KNOWS THAT 
HIS MEN ARE UNDER-TRAINED AND THAT 
THEY WILL BE FIGHTING BATTLE- HARDENED 
4 VETERANS WHO HAVE HAD MONTHS TO 
4 DIG IN AND ESTABLISH THEIR DEFENSES. 


4 


He KNOWS THAT MANY OF HIS MEN WILL DIE TODAY. 
HE HAS LONG DENIED THE EXISTENCE OF GOD, BUT 
STILL, JUST THIS ONCE, HE PRAYS FOR THEM... 


ey 
aN 


Si awe | 
A\s THE BOMBARDMENT 

RIPS THE FRENCH 

COUNTRYSIDE APART, THE | 
SOUND OF SHELLING 

FADES AND HE REMEMBERS 
OTHER FAR- OFF FIELDS... 








Iris 1896 AND THOMAS CORAM’S FAMILY HAS | 
RECENTLY RETURNED FROM THE UNITED STATES OF 
AMERICA. THOMAS THINKS OF HIMSELF AS AN 
ENLIGHTENED MAN. HE BELIEVES, WITH PAINE AND 
JEFFERSON, THAT ALL MEN ARE BORN EQUAL. 


"Do you love me, Thomas?” 

"I do, Ido, Ido.” 

“Say it then.” 

"Tlove you, Selma.” 

“Even though you are aman with 
expectations? And Iam-~” 


} SHE FALLS SILENT. HER EYES DROP. 


"What, Selma? Beautiful? Yes. 
Intelligent, vivacious, adorable? 
Yes, yes and yes.” 

"I’m your father’s servant, 
Thomas. His colored servant.” 
“Love conquers all things, Selma.” 
"Does it? Then walk home with 
me. You don’t have to hold my 
hand. Just walk with me. Will 

you do that?” 


TAKES UP HER BONNET AND TURNS 
HER HEAD AWAY WHEN HE TRIES TO 
MAKE IT RIGHT WITH ANOTHER KISS. 


THE WORLD IS CHANGING BUT Nor THAT FAST. 
THERE IS CLASS AND THERE IS RACE AND THERE 
IS BREEDING. HE WILL HAVE HIS WAY WITH HER 
IN HIS FATHER’S FIELDS, BUT HE WILL NOT WALK 
AT HER SIDE. NOT IN THIS CENTURY. 
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A FEW DAYS LATER, HIS FATHER ALLOWS 
THOMAS TO JOIN THE MEN FOR CIGARS. A 

NEW EXPERIENCE FOR YOUNG THOMAS, TO 
SIT WITH THESE MIDDLE-AGED PATRIARCHS 
m AS THEY DISCUSS THE WAYS OF THE WORLD. 






a new age of peace and bi | | 
hed mark my words.” 

B You have brought some strange 
ideas back with you from our 
former colonies, Richard.” 

"And an interesting maid servant.” 
| "Selma?~ 
"Her skin is light for an African.” 









THOMAS FEELS THE HEAT 


RISE TO HIS CHEEKS AT THE ME 
MENTION OF SELMA. = 


“Do you know why American 
negroes are light-skinned? It 
seems their slave owners bred 
with them. To improve the stock.” 
“Terrible. Terrible thing.” 
"Slavery was an abomination.” 
"Yes, yes. Quite agree. Rights of 
man and all that. But the thing 
that we must never forget is, that 
no matter how much white blood 
they have in them, a negro is still 
a negro, Richard. And negroes will 
never amount to much.” 

"You are wrong, Charles. The 
coloreds will find their place in 
society and they must be treated 
kindly and humanely.” 








His FATHER’S LIBERALISM IS 
AS WEAK AS HIS MOTHER’S 
TEA. THOMAS BREAKS HIS 
SILENCE AT LAST, DRAWLING 
WITH UNACCUSTOMED 
SARCASM. 
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HE LEAVES THE ROOM BEFORE 
HIS FATHER CAN ORDER HIM 
OUT, FEELING THE STERN EYES 
UPON HIS NECK. 








HE SEES THE CHILD ONLY ONCE. SHE 
STANDS OUTSIDE IN THE RAIN UNTIL HE 


RY) GOES OUT TO HER AND THE BABY SHE 
CRADLES IN HER ARMS. A BEAUTIFUL BOY. 


"His name is Michael.” 









... THE BITTERNESS IN HER VOICE. 
"Are you proposing to me?” 


Was ; | SHE LOOKS SO PROUD AND 
P| yay ’ \ ‘| ALL HE CAN FEEL IS SHAME. 


£ 


yl 







im. 


HE KEEPS 

HIS WORD. 

HE NEVER \ 

FORGETS 

B THEM. EVERY [soe 
MONTH HE i 

SENDS HER 

MONEY, EVEN | 

AFTER HE 

MARRIES AND 

| HAS OTHER 

>| CHILDREN, 

WITH FAIR 

HAIR AND 

PINK CHEEKS. 
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| 
| IT WILL BE EIGHTEEN YEARS BEFORE HE SEES HIS SON AGAIN 
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IN THE SUMMER OF 1915, THOMAS, WHILE HOME 

ON LEAVE FROM THE FRONT, WHERE HE SERVES AS 

A CAPTAIN, TAKES IT INTO HIS HEAD TO VISIT SELMA. 
PERHAPS IT IS THE WAR, AND THE POSSIBILITY OF 
IMMINENT DEATH. PERHAPS HE FEELS THERE ARE 
THINGS TO BE SETTLED BETWEEN THEM. HE PUTS ON 
HIS BEST UNIFORM, KISSES HIS WIFE ON THE CHEEK, 
AND DRIVES THE SEVENTY MILES TO SELMA’S COTTAGE. 


AND THERE SHE STANDS, MORE 
BEAUTIFUL THAN EVER, AND HE FALLS 
IN LOVE WITH HER ALL OVER AGAIN. 


MICHAEL, AT EIGHTEEN, IS A 
HANDSOME BOY, INTELLIGENT 
AND SHARP AS A KNIFE. BUT 
THERE IS A SHADOW HANGING 
OVER HIM. A SULLENNESS IN 
HIS EYES, WHEN HE LOOKS AT 
THOMAS. 


SELMA HAS TOLD MICHAEL THAT HIS 
FATHER IS DEAD. THOMAS LONGS TO TELL 
HIM THE TRUTH, TO PUT HIS ARMS AROUND 
THE BOY AND ASK HIS FORGIVENESS. 
INSTEAD THEY SHAKE HANDS FORMALLY. 
HE IS A FAMILY FRIEND, NOTHING MORE. 


HE RETURNS TO THE 
| COTTAGE SEVERAL TIMES 
| AND ON THE LAST DAY, 
| THEY MAKE LOVE, WHILE 
| MICHAEL IS AWAY IN TOWN. 


TEESE 2 ESET Eason 


are 


AF TERWARDS, THEY LIE TOGETHER IN SILENCE 
AND THOMAS ACHES FOR ALL THE LOST YEARS. 





CALL, SIGNED UP TO FIGHT FOR 
ENGLAND AND THE EMPIRE. 


V ERS 
AND GENERAL LABOR. NO BLACK 
BRITISH SOLDIER WILL BE ALLOWED TO 
SEE ACTION ON THE WESTERN FRONT. 


( 


name and I speak 
the King’s English 
with a Devonshire 
accent. No one will 
challenge me.” 












4 sy 


...dont eve 
come back.” 


SMOKE BOMBS HAVE BEEN SENT INTO NO MAN'S 
LAND TO LAY DOWN COVER FOR THE ATTACK, 
LENDING THE SCENE A DREAMLIKE QUALITY. 


' c MING MICHAEL AS THE SON OF 
A FAMILY FRIEND. THE ARMY’S POLICY OF ALLOWING 
ACQUAINTANCES TO SERVE TOGETHER IN THE ‘PALS’ 
BATTALIONS, MEANS WHOLE COMMUNITIES WILL 
SEE THEIR YOUNG MEN WIPED OUT AT A STROKE. 


4 ae Sa 


RAGGED 
4” S| LINE OF TRENCHES 
*) AND OVER THEY GO. 
NO HESITATION. POOR 
BRAVE MAGNIFICENT 
BLOODY FOOLS. 





ED 
RELENTLESSLY BY THE BRITISH ARTILLERY. 
THE HOPE IS THAT THEIR GUNS HAVE 
BEEN PUT OUT OF COMMISSION AND 
THAT THE DEMORALISED GERMANS 
WILL BE QUICKLY OVER-RUN. 
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ay DON'T... WORRY... a " 

W CAPTAIN...1...KNOW 

WHO YOU ARE... KNEW... }o seit 
IME I... I 


j YOU RAN 
AWAY FROM US. ALL 
THOSE YEARS. Z 


MY GOD... 
WERE YOU 


$0... SO 
ASHAMED OF 
ME? 


GOTO HELL, 
YOU BLOODY 
COWARD... 


STAY 
WITH ME, 
MICHAEL. I'S TOO 


LATE. HE CAN'T 
HEAR YOU. 





















DON’T SHOOT, 
OLD CHAP. I'M NOT 
YOUR ENEMY. 


LET'S SAY 
I’M NEUTRAL, 
SHALL WE? 








WHAT 
UNIFORM IS 
THAT? 








YOUR SON'S 
NOT DEAD, BY THE 






















NAMES’S 


ge Se MAMMON. WAY. STILL A SPARK ee 
= by, LORD MAMMON J. OF LIFE IN HIM. a 
PRS a = va “* 


ACTUALLY. 














-NO TIME FOR 









WOULD QUESTIONS, I’M AFRAID. 
WANT THAT THIS IS THE DEAL. A LIFE 
WOULDN'T FOR A LIFE. A SOUL FORA 


SHE? SOUL. YOUR LIFE OR 


MICHAEL'S. 







ONE DIES, 
ONE LIVES. 
SIMPLE AS 
THAT. 





i 


~| THOMAS NEVER DOUBTS THAT THIS IS 
REAL, THAT MAMMON’S OFFER IS GENUINE. 
a Tibi ¥ 


KweeLine THERE WITH THE UNHOLY 
STENCH OF BLOOD AND SHIT AND 
CORDITE IN HIS NOSTRILS, AS THE 
WORLD SCREAMS AND SHATTERS: 

| AROUND HIM AND HIS SON’S LAST ; 
MEAL SPILLS FROM HIS RUPTURED |" 

| BELLY, CAPTAIN THOMAS CORAM _ } 
NEVER HESITATES. 


I SHOULD 
WARN YOU, THIS 
IS GOING TO STING 
A LITTLE. 


YOU TAKE 
HIS WOUNDS 





MIRACLE. MICHAEL 
RNAGE AND WALKS 
STORM OF BULLETS AND SHRAPNEL. A HUNDRED 
YARDS, TWO HUNDRED, THREE... 


FALL AROUND HIM, 
HE PASSES FROM 
THE GREEDY JAWS 
OF DEATH. 


OPPED 
IGHTY ONE. 
A WOUND THAT 
WILL HAVE HIM 
SENT HOME TO 
ENGLAND AND 
HIS MOTHER'S 
LOVING ARMS. 


WALK WITHA LIMP FOR THE REST OF 


HIS LIFE AND REMIND HIM ALWAYS, 


WEATHER WAS 
FINE AND WARM 
ON THE SOMME 
THAT DAY... 


LAST MEMORY OF HIS 
MORTAL LIFE IS OF RAIN 
FALLING COOL UPON HIS 
FACE... AND THE SCENT 
OF NEW-MOWN HAY. 





YOU'VE 

— SERVED ME 
WELL, MAMMON, 
AS ALWAYS. THIS 
ONE WILL MAKE 
AN EXCELLENT 
\ WARRIOR. 







HIS SOUL 
If A FINE VINTAGE. 
A SUBTLE BOUQUET OF 
GUILT, A HEADY FLAVOR 
OF SELF-LOATHING, 
DELICATELY SPICED WITH 
ANGER AND A TRACE 
OF BITTERNESS. 





























AND, 
MMM-M-M4- 
YES, THAT LINGERING 
AFTERTASTE OF 
REGRET. 







"LL SQUEEZE 
YOUR PATHETIC 
BROKEN HEART UNTIL 
YOU SPIT BLOOD AND 
PISS FIRE! 





































You’LL 
HAVE ANEW X\ 
NAME NOW, AND 

A NEW PURPOSE. 
MY SERVITOR... 






iy “WHEN ARMAGEDDON COMES, YOU 
( WILL SERVE AS A COMMANDER IN MY ARMY. 
YOU WILL LEAD A LEGION OF DEMON WARRIORS 
AGAINST THE FORCES OF HEAVEN. UNTIL THAT 
DAY, YOU'LL REHEARSE YOUR, ROLE WITHOUT 
AUSE, WITHOUT A MOMENT’S RESPITE. _ 


UNTIL WAR BECOMES YOUR, 
NATURE. WITH EVERY BLOW } 
YOU STRIKE IN MY NAME, THE \ 
LIFE YOU'VE LEFT BEHIND , 
WILL SLIP FURTHER, AWAY, 


“WITH EVERY SHOT 
YOU FIRE, YOU'LL LOSE 
ONE MORE PRECIOUS 


MEMORY UNTIL ALL You J - 


SEE AND SMELL AND 
HEAR. IS WAI 


REMEMBER, 
IS WAR, AND 
ALL THAT YOU 
ARE IS WAR, 


WAR, 
WAR!” 





-. BUT HE NEVER 
FORGETS WHY HE 
IS HERE, OR THE 
LIFE HE PAID FOR 
WITH HIS SOUL... 





AFTER THE WAR ENDED, 
MICHAEL TOOK HIS 
MOTHER BACK TO THE USA. 
SELMA NEVER MARRIED 
AGAIN. IN HER HEART SHE 
KNEW THAT THOMAS HAD 
KEPT HIS WORD. 


SHE HAD LOVED HIM 
THROUGH ALL THE 
YEARS THEY WERE 
APART AND SHE LOVED 
HIM UNTIL SHE DIED. 


MICHAEL BECAME 
A MUSICIAN AND 
PLAYED JAZZ IN THE 
CLUBS OF CHICAGO 
AND NEW ORLEANS. 


In 1926 HE MET A GIRL WHO 
SANG LIKE AN ANGEL AND 
TOOK HIS BREATH AWAY. 


Two YEARS LATER, THEY MARRIED. 


By THE NINETEEN- 
SIXTIES, MICHAEL WAS 
SURROUNDED BY 
LOVING CHILDREN AND 
GRANDCHILDREN. 





THOMAS COULD 
NEVER KNOW WHAT 
KIND OF LIFE HIS SON 
WOULD LIVE, BUT HE 
TRUSTED IT WOULD 


VEN IN THE PI 
BE A GOOD ONE. S vo 


OF HELL, THAT 


KNOWLEDGE 
HAS KEPT HIM 
FROM DESPAIR. 


Sey 
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Att THE WHILE, MAMMON WATCHES 
AND WAITS. THOMAS IS A MAGNICENT 


HELLSPAWN, BUT HE IS NOT THE GREATEST. 
THE GREATEST IS YET TO COME... 


... AND MAMMON KNOWS 
HOW TO BIDE HIS TIME... 





Sn —_— 
1 KNOW A 
GRANDPA ISN'T 
SUPPOSED TO HAVE 
FAVORITES, BUT 
JUST BETWEEN YOU 
AND ME 
YOU'RE 
SOMETHING 
REALLY 
SPECIAL... 








.. MY LITTLE 
WANDA... 






EMPIRA 





